INTRODUCTION

A man who writes an autobiography is under the grave
suspicion of having a considerable conceit of himself. But after
having been twenty-five years in Parliament and forty years in
active political life I found myself suddenly with a lot of idle time
on my hands and with a real danger of boredom.

After my defeat in the General Election of 1945 I was staying at
a delightful Suffolk farm-house licking my wounds and ruminating
about the events that led up to it. I had come ostensibly to help a
friend with his harvest, but I regret to say my help was negligible
and I certainly did not earn my keep. I had all sorts of visions of
new activities to fill up the remaining years of my life. Any active
man has moments when he yearns for a complete change and I was
no exception. But as it often happens in August there were
considerable spells of wet weather, only occasionally broken by
sunshine. I had brought down with me a number of books but
I soon exhausted them. I am not one that can sit long with my
hands folded in front of me. In the sitting-room of the farm-house
there happened to be on the desk some sheets of foolscap, just
calling out to be used. And so one dismal morning when the rain
was beating against the window pane, I took possession of that
paper and commenced to jot down reminiscences. Once I started
there was no stopping me. Memories came rushing back and this
book, such as it is, was written at post haste. Of course it has been
checked and rewritten in many parts, but the last forty years rolled
past me like a kaleidoscope and I saw them as a complete whole.